BARBARIAN STORIES

'Yes, but remember she's not from Shibrot, she's
from the Mountains. They take longer to ripen there,
but the fruit's all the sweeter when it's plucked.'

'Her sister didn't wait long to be plucked! Oh,
you should find her a husband soon, or she'll find one
for herself.'

'There's never been a thought of love in her head!
You don't know her, Tathra.'

'Ay, but I know what sort of place a woman's head
is!' And she picked up the piece of coral to look at,
for she had never seen it fresh from the sea before.

After that she tried all she could to turn Lallek's
thought on to love and men, but all she did was to
make the girl think of herself a little, and feel she was
a mark for all eyes, fair and tall in her boy's dress,
among all these dark people. And for all Tathra's
persuadings she would nor pin up her hair with
jewelled pins and combs, not would she paint her lips,
nor wear the low-cut, thin dresses of the Court; and
she was quite right, because her loose, light-filled hair
was as beautiful as a waterfall in the hills, her lips were
softer and redder than any paint could make them, and
her firm, covered breasts promised more loveliness
than the lily-scented revealings of Tathra. Once, for
an evening, she had worn a woman's dress, but Tibar,
half liking it, had laughed at her, and her father had
frowned; so she never put it on again.

On a winter morning Tibar went joyfully off to be
a soldier, and Lallek cried for a whole night and she
did not care any more about hunting for weeks and
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